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FOREWORD 


According to Oxford, a father is a male parent 
of a child. While Cambridge describes a father 
as someone's male parent. Webster further 
defines, a father is one who begottens a child. 
Therefore, to summarize and particularize, it 
can be construed that the essence of the word 
"father" specifically lies in the term "child". 

What is a father in the eyes of his child? To his 
little daughter, he is the handsome Romeo and 
dashing Valentino. He can be a teacher, a 
guide, a role model. The epitome of wisdom 
and knowledge that we look upon. He is 
Socrates, Solomon, Einstein rolled into one. He 
can be the base, the foundation of what strong 
stuff is made of. He is the rock of Gibraltar, 
tough, stable, dependable. He can be the wall 
of trust and security, the protector. He is 
Samson, Hercules, Superman mixed into one. 
A symbol of strength, courage and brawn. He 
is the provider, the giver, the fountain of mercy 
and charity. If he is the one to push the Sky to 
the limit, granting his child's whims and 
fancies, he is also the disciplinarian, 
responsible in pulling the strings of their 
extravagance to stop. 
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We can come up with a hundred, even a 
thousand meanings of the word, yet, it only 
accounts to one realization. Nobody can ever 
fully explain the extent of importance or 
impact our fathers have in our life. He is his 
son's first hero. The one he looks up to above 
all else in his juvenile youth. 

The word father is a whole package, a 
complete surprise of fate acquired thru birth, 
consanguinity or adoption. A father is a 
beautiful gift, wrapped in wondrous, 
wonderful link or tie that cannot be severed, 
despite distance and dimension, for it is a 
unique lineage that resides in our own flesh 
and blood. 

Gloria filiorum Patres (Proverbs 17:6). Happy 
father's day from Poetry Planet! 


By Gigi Balita 
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THE SEA OF TEARS 

My father had sailed through 
the storm 

Wishing and dreaming to 
set foot on the Promise Land 
I was on the dark deck~ hiding 
While he had to pull the ropes 
Rotate the wheel, and control the sail 
I was apathetic yet I cried 
For the storm is like a nightmare 
Crews die here and there 
Pushed by the tempest, eaten by the waves 



Yet I hide while my father struggle 

Yet I hide even after he died 

It took me hours in the dark deck 

To realize we're all dying 

If I could not take the rope 

My father once pulled 

If I could not hold the wheel 

My father once turned 

So I stepped out to the sail 

And continued his tale 

"My father had sailed through the storm 

Yet died without seeing the promised land" 
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So, here I stand to fulfil the promise he had 
before 

"Now, it's a sail worth dying for" 

Copyright Shinshin Gavaran 
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MY LITTLE ONE 

I miss my baby 
It's been long since we parted 
Last time I saw her 
She was lying in bed. 

I wish for my girl 
Here miles away I cry 
I remember the tears that fell 
When I waved to her goodbye. 

I want to know how she looks like now 
She was only two when I left home 
All I have as a remembrance 
Are these photographs of her I own. 

I hope I can talk to my child 

Know how she is and call 

In the mirror of my mind 

There's a shadow helpless and small. 

I need my honey 
She's the only one I ever have 
Her mother won't let me 
Meet my daughter that I love. 




I long for my little one 
Oh how it hurts me so 
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When finally 1 came to her 
I'm a stranger she doesn't know. 

Copyright Gigi Balita 



10 



The Real Hero 


DEAR PAPA... 

Father, 

though I'm older 
I still feel 
you are all 
I need to stay 
calm against strife. 

I see you're 
the only one who 
can withstand my 
darkest skies. 

O how do I 
ever thank you 
for all that you have 
been and still are 
in my life? 



Copyright Tanushi Singh 
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MY FATHER, MY HERO 

From your shoulders, 

I first saw the world. 

And with your legs, 

Did I take my first walk. 

The crook of your arm. 

Was my favourite place. 

In there, I was free from harm. 

As every other thing falls into place. 

You were like my light in darkness 
Diffusing every fear. 

My strength and my backbone. 

With you by my side, I can take on the world. 

My soldier. 

And my Shepherd, 

Your commanding voice. 

Always puts me in track. 

While your soothing words. 

Moves me to act. 

You envisioned my greatness from the start. 
And you willed me to the path. 

Keeping me from all that distracts. 

The world needs a role model. 
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But you alone for me can do. 

For in you, I have; 

My hero. 

My guardian. 

My friend. 

And my father. 

Copyright C.I. Nwagod Chinagorom 
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MY DAD 

When I was little 
I loved when my father 
took me for a walk 
He was always by my side 
when I fell awkwardly, 
when I made a mess or confusion. 



He read me various stories. 

He was always with me 

to support me when I lose the ground under 

my feet, 

my father's story is untold ... 

He wiped the tears from my face, 
he comforted me gently, 
just to be happy 
he smiled from the heart. 


My dad is not just an ordinary dad 
he's my best friend and companion, 
and now that he appears at the door 
I am overwhelmed by quiet happiness, 
his mild temper spreads through space. 

My dad is not just a dad 

it always helps me make my wishes come true, ^ 
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he understands me without words 
its existence is worth its weight in gold 
I have a best friend in him ... 

Copyright Solkotovic Snezana 
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MY FATHER 

His simplicity couldn't hide 
behind his lean and tall stature, 
little dark by the standard J 
of our fair Indian mother. ' 

Never tried acting against 
his elemental nature, 
a sincere flag bearer of his native village 
culture. 

The professor of lit by his chosen profession, 
but unpretentious to the core without any 
dreamy inclination. 

Always came home with no strings attached, 
his easygoing ways are simply hard to match. 
Books, few friends and family to fall back on 
flowing with time with no work undone. 
Fanciful things couldn't grab his intelligible 
attention, 

available to his children without even the 
slightest mention. 

Torrential energy behind his children's 

substantial success, 

but would not speak it out, 

finds it hard to express. 

Struggling to create peace since our mother's 
unannounced demise. 
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trying to slip into his best pragmatic side. 
When asked, who amongst the three is his 
favourite child? 

He pointed at me with great pride. 

He does the same with my siblings and his 
grandchildren as well. 

That's how he makes everyone feel so good 
about themselves. 

Very old but not so old to our loving eyes. 

His company blissfully adds that Midas-touch 
to our lives. 

He is our all-time super-hero in his unheroic 
frame, 

for playing it out so bravely, this life's amazing 
game. 


Copyright Dr Usha Kalley 
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THE PILLAR OF LIFE 

(for Peter K. Wekesa) 

I have been singing songs 
for mama 

Praising her for weaving our 
beautiful dreams 
Cheering her to stay and bring 
laughter despite our trials 
Begging her to hold on for storms to end 
But, oftentimes, I break down and weep 
When I remember I haven't praised you, pillar 
of our life and family. 



Papa, history is replete with tales of your 
struggles 

to build our home and nurture us. 

Because of your sweat, we ate and lacked 
nothing 

Because of your whip, our morals are refined 
Because of your wise counsel, we didn't give 
up or stray 

Because of your protection, wolves didn't stray 
into our home 

And we can't thank you enough. 
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Papa, I learned at your feet to be a man 
When life hurt everywhere, you didn't cry 
For he who openly sheds tears cannot be 
counted among men 

You endured mama's drama, shouldered our 
burdens and swallowed hard defeat 
You endured insults, gathered broken pieces 
and forged ahead even at dusk 
To secure space for us in this great future. 

And I won't forget how you suffered to 
enlighten us 

How you lost peace selling our inheritance and 
evading creditors 

How you lost sleep over our health and 

mama's nagging 

How you nearly lost breath 

and shook our hearts to the core 

Because you are the thread 

that holds our lives together 

Oh papa, may your stars never dim! 

Copyright Wafula p'Khisa. 
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MY FATHER 

Sometimes my eyes visit 
to the night's sky 
To see in the east a bright star 
In it appears my father's shadow 
And blesses me smilingly from the far. 

The alphabets of life I have learnt from my 
father 

From the dawn of my life till this day 
I follow his words what he had taught 
And that helps me to run in a smooth way. 

I have seen God in my father 

His love for truth and humaneness 

Have left footprints in my mind 

I follow them with love and enjoy divine grace. 

Not only for me but also for all 
My father was an idealistic person 
He was my hero in every walk of my life 
The people around me love his life version. 

Copyright R.N.Padhy 
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TO MY REAL HERO 

I came to this unknown land 
You introduced me to this world 
Your support in my education 
And guidance in building my career 

I face challenges in this world 
From your advice, a strength I gathered 
I am a strong man in this world 
But for you, I was always a child. 

Your greatness higher than the sky 
Affection of yours deeper than sea 
You were stronger than a storm 
Softer you were like full-moon calm. 

You are no more in this world 
Still, I feel your presence always. 

You are still a real hero in my life 
Shower your blessings when you like. 

Copyright Kishor Kumar Mishra. 
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THE ENLIGHTENED ONE 

So long back those days when 
Generally, girls were frowned upon, 
Dad indulged and eulogized me 
Making my siblings woebegone. 



He valued brain and education 
And I was really good at it. 

He was a broad-minded person. 
Gave me the deserving credit. 


I was my dad's darling princess. 
Let me do whatever I wanted. 

He trusted me a hundred per cent. 
And I never took him for granted. 


In the absence of our mom. 

We saw his female side. 

He became soft and more caring. 
As a teacher, nurse and guide. 


Infused in us moral values. 

Plus positivity of thoughts. 

He made us good human beings. 
Citing many ethical anecdotes. 
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Normally in our society 
Father is a hero - unsung, 

His reputation as a mother figure 
Is cherished by the young. 

He has earned respect from all 
He's enlightened one after all. 

Copyright Sudha Dixit 
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THE UNALLOYED LOVE 


My gaze travelled with the 
smoke 

towards the sky where the 
long strands of Cirrus opened 
up their arms to embrace the 
unalloyed 

the fragrance of the most precious 
soul of my life. 

Tears ran down my cheeks in 
rivulets as realization silently 
writhed in, that the happy 
demeanour no longer would light 
up my face brushing aside the 
murk that might trouble me in 
my voyage of life. 

My Father left me for the 
heavenly abode to get united 
with his cosmic soulmate. 

My Mom. 

The setting sun with its soft gaze 
tried to assuage my grief before 
sinking behind the dusky sky. 

A silhouette so gracious emerged 
before my eyes, glasses on 
reciting gently some of Tagore's 
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songs. 

Spellbound I stood as if captured 
in a frame, my eyes gleamed with 
joy as his voice echoed in the 
twilight across the horizon. 

The pyre was smothered and all 
that remained was the terrene 
dust waiting for the wind to be 
blown away to a place unknown. 
Silently I got up and gathered his 
dreams that lay scattered before 
my eyes and framed them with a 
golden rim in my memory's 
most cherished album. 

Copyright Moushumi Bhattacharjee 
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TO MY DAD 

Since the time I remember 
you hold me in my arms, 
to comfort me with a lullaby, 
play with my toys, help 
me in my projects in golden 
heydays no matter how 
trivial they seem to me now in introspection. 

You have been the constant flagbearer of my stifled 
thoughts no matter how disruptive they were, you 
ensured to be there in every fragmented section of 
my life. 

You inspired me with your erstwhile poetry and 
your creative muse though you regret it didn't 
create the parasitic dynastic effect. 

You have been part of every sweet and savoury 
indulgence and flattered my culinary skills 
nevertheless it tasted awful. 

You have taught me that good words and good 
deeds go a long way in achieving your target and 
being humble to mankind is akin to godliness, 
finding happiness in little actions is your word of 
advice to me always and it won't be a hyperbole if 1 
say you are the world's best dad, not that 1 have not 
told you that you are my HERO. 

In one word you are a pioneering leader, a 
protector of my follies, a catalyst of my nondescript 
quality if 1 have any, and above all my role model. 
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And adept guide for anything and everything. 
Copyright Anirita Lahiri Bhattacharya 
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FINALLY, I DISCOVERED HIM 


My father had a towering personality. He was 
a bit short-tempered. At the same time, he 
encouraged us to ask questions and argue with 
him; saying unless we question how would we 
learn. I often took advantage of this statement. 
So, sometimes, when he was angry 1 would 
confront him. Sometimes he would relent, 
sometimes remain adamant. Once I pointed 
out his fault and with a twinkle in his eyes said 
"well I am the king and king is never wrong." I 
was nonplused and angry at that moment but 
later in life, I realized that he was right, the 
boss is always right. We often fought as I used 
to cling to my conviction. He respected my 
stand. I was a rebel in my house and was quite 
critical him at times. 

I got my epiphany when my mother died. The 
strong-headed man, suddenly, transformed 
into a soft and caring, motherly gentleman. He 
personally looked after us - a horde of six 
children. His never blew his fuse like before. 
When I was preparing to go to hostel, he 
himself packed snacks for me. Looking at my 
astonished face he first laughed and then, very 
sentimentally, said; "Now I am your mother 
also." 
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He used to tell us stories from history as well 
as from scriptures. He was well versed in 
literature. He would quote from Shakespeare, 
Keats, Shelley and even from great novels. This 
was a huge help for me in my literature class. 
A gold medalist in a history masters course 
once sent me a synopsis of English literature, I 
had asked for. As a justice, he used to quote 
relevant anecdotes in court, to the amusement 
and admiration of lawyers and jury present 
there. 

He was a hero, not only as my dad but also as 
a great human being. 

Copyright Sudha Dixit 
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MY DAD: MY SUPERHERO 


Me and my dad make 
the best pair 

For we smile through the tear 
And overcome the world's snare. 


My dad is my superhero 
For he has brought me up from zero. 
Now let me give an intro 
For he is a bit retro. 



My dad is always busy 
And he is also crazy. 

You will see him with raised hair 
Running after me with an evil glare! 

His BP promptly flares 
As my attacks he bears. 

I forgive him even though he comes after me 
with a cane 

For his blood runs in my vein. 

After I finish my activity for the day 
I run to him to play. 

He is easily wooed 

And the next day he brings my favourite food. 
Thanks for being such an awesome dad 
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As memories, we add 
To bear the load 
Of life. 

Copyright Amrita Mallik 
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MY FATHER, HERO 

Monumental are the times that 
You went on an empty stomach 
just to 

Fill up my insatiable soul 
Always showing me the world 
on your shoulders 
Teaching me wisdom through the correction of 
my follies 

Holding my hand to lift me up when I slip 
Ever the greatest friend a child could have 
Radiant as the star to eclipse my gloom 

Having you as my father is the best of fun 
Eternally my father, hero of the noblest kind 
Respect and salute to a father who aspires to be 
the best 

On this special day in celebration of 
fatherhood. 

Copyright Liege Lord Lanre 
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My ideal hero and my best friend forever 
Your words of wisdom and great advice 
Has always helped me in times of adversities 
Setting an example for me to always follow 

Having a profound influence in my life 
Disciplining me to follow the right path 
Loving me unconditionally and protecting me 
With your care and loving ways 
selflessly 

Always thinking about the family 
Supportive and providing me with necessities 
Leading by example and very dependable 
Raising me with values to become a good adult 

You are my guiding light showing me the right 
way 

A permanent armor of my life giving me courage 
You always believed in me and taught me to value 
myself 

You are my pillar of strength and my role model 
Copyright Rose George 
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MY OLDEST FAN 

In this memoirs are my golden 
tribute to the only true 
legend of mine. 

Your fatherly love engulfed me 
and I enjoyed you as your branch and you, my 
vine. 

You built my foundations on a solid rock and 
thence I became unshaken. 

And thus amidst problems and trials of life, I 
remain strong and unbroken. 

Dad, you are my oldest fan and my most loyal 
friend. 

I had so much loved you and my delight is to 
make you proud of me in the end. 

There is no way I can appreciate but to give 
you my whole world. 

For you are my world itself and ever since I 
arrived the sense of reasoning I cherished you 
like gold. 

Be sweet father, I am still scared about the 
gods' story you used to tell. 
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Yes, some were tales but I'm afraid they might 
soon call from hell. 

I am afraid that you might soon go to heaven 
and expect me to be strong. 

But I will tell you beforehand if you leave me 
alone that would be the only time you have 
done wrong. 

Copyright Nwankwo Christian© 
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DAD- MY HERO, MY PARAGON 



Your arms have been my 
forever shelter, 

Always ready to pick me 
whenever I falter. 

Every time I faced unknown fears. 

You were always beside to wipe 
away from my tears. 

Adorning the facade of stoic nature. 

You were adept at planning for my future. 
Pushing me a step harder aware of my 
capabilities. 

You educated me about handling my 
responsibilities. 

Beaming with pride about the laurels I win. 
You ensured I was strong enough to travel 
through thick and thin. 

Setting aside your desires and ambitions. 

You motivated me to pursue my aspirations. 
Never expecting anything in return. 

You unswervingly continued to express your 
care and concern. 

Deep within I keep admiring you, my idol. 
You are my ever-fascinating role model. 


Copyright Akila Rajmahadev 
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DAD, AXIS OF FAMILY 



Dad was the axis of the family 
a great problem solver 
Dealing with 3 generation 
under one roof together 
Our granddads, mama, 
two brothers and me 
He loved us, all as waves, 
loves the sea. 


Dad, a doctor in hospital, busy with patients 
Still spent time, with family, exchanging views 
Kept eyes open on our studies, especially 
maths 

Told us, take turns, in a reading newspaper to 
granddads. 

Granddads, corrected us, guiding us, to proper 
pronunciations 

Thus we won prizes in competition's 
DAD, granddads wrote Urdu poems 
They sat exchanged, discussed poems, their 
views. 


Weekends, we all spend on family outings 
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As granddads, dad had come, after partition, 
to India 

They talked of their, struggling days, as poor 
hungry refugees 

Discussed, all relatives, from our village in the 
hills. 

In our, growing up days. Dad helped us to 
reach goals 

Guided us to choose careers, to mould our 
future roles 

Taught us, to be good citizens, love our 
country 

We all joined, as doctors, to serve, our 
country's army. 

Copyright Vinod Singh 
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MY DAD - A TOWERING 
PERSONALITY 

Father was the sort of person 
Whom we always looked up to. 

He was our hero, our idol. 

No matter how tall we grew. 

He was tall, fair and handsome. 
Holding a very high post 
He had a daunting personality. 

But as a dad, he was so soft. 

Every night, at bedtime. 

We would throng around him. 

He would tell us stories. 

Some happy, some sad and grim. 

On weekends he'd sit with us. 
Intoning some verses finest. 
Quotations and anecdotes, he'd 
Take out from his treasure chest. 

This was our education from 
Life, not from many schools. 

He imparted easy knowledge. 

Fun and frolics were his tools. 
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He was our security quotient 
With him no trepidation we felt. 

Sometimes he did get angry but one 
Look at our faces, promptly, he'd melt. 

After mother's premature death 
He had become a mom to us. 

Though very young, he didn't remarry. 

We were his center of focus. 

Every sensitive man has a woman inside him. 
Only angelic beings possess this divine trait 
within. 


Copyright Sudha Dixit 
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MY FATHER, MY HERO 



There are many heroes in the long 
span of life, 

All tones are attractive coming from 
same fife. 


Yet some of them entirely strike all the time, 
Fastening like a string of far-fetching chime. 


This world is full of wisdom and scholars. 

They lighten in varied fields like twinkling 
stars. 

My father is such an idol inspires my life. 
Raised himself in society by struggle and strife. 

All people of village were victims of prejudice. 
They did not allow him for any shining choice. 
Keenly they protested against the literacy of 
girls. 

Fanatic folks do not know the real value of 
pearls. 

My father was obstinate to educate us all. 

It caused starting of evil powers downfall. 

One by one following his work and culture. 
Sent their girls to school avoiding old nature. 
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Now, our village is famous centre of literacy. 
Remote folks feel elated to have intimacy. 

He is the friend, philosopher and guides for all, 
I feel glory to inform that my father is an idol. 

Copyright Mafizuddin Chowdhury 
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DAD, MY SHINING STAR 

As a little child, you swung me in the air 
Naughty child I was, 1 played, pulled your hair 
Hugging me close to your heart, you kissed 
me. 

Just hearing your voice, I cried, wanting you, 
to see. 

Taking my baby steps, you held my hand 
Warmth of your hand, transferred to mine 
Your smile was smiling sun's, sunshine 
Holding hands, we walked to the park, being 
glad. 

Going up the slide, sliding down from there 
I'm scared, I knew you were there to hold me, 
with care 

When sick, you and mom, woke up whole 
night 

In exams I just passed, consoling me, dad, you 
made, life bright. 

Don't worry, try again, do your best, God will 
do the rest 

You taught me the difference between bad, 
good, best 



43 



Guiding, showing me paving, paths 
and ways 

Take right decision's, do not sway 

DAD, my hero, loyal, disciplined, I want to be 
like you 

Smart, knowledgeable, responsible, like you, 
there are a few 

My best friend, a secret sharer, my shoulder to 
cry 

Oh! Dad, you were my answer to all how, if, 
why's? 

No more with us, but you still, are our guiding 
star 

Your words echo, actions guide me on life's 
bends 

When things, don't work, I hear your voice, try 
again, for its not the end 
Oh! I feel your hand on my head, guiding me, 
though, you are so far. 


Copyright Vinod Singh 
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THE REAL HERO 

There are many heroes 
yet there is a Real Hero. 

This true hero won't be recognized 
by any special marks nor tattoos 
or by bearing stars nor scars. 

This hero is the one who has no certain mark 
on the infinite number - line of life stretching 
from zero to infinity of eternity. 

The one who is keen - sighted and proudly 
wears responsibility 

as his second skin, smiling with fervency 
through it all; 

the lashes of strife as they strike 

and the showers of blessings as they pour. 

This Real Hero by any means takes risks to 
afford and fend 

and wend a way thoroughly through with a 
mighty hand 

through a band of situations and circumstances 
life ever dishes out. 

The one who boldly plays safe haven 

and an unshakable shelter 

even when vehemence gushes - out with all its 

might 

and when storms roar and thunders clap. 
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The very one whose heart beats with love and 
care 

and whose breath is only a fair share 
of warmth and wisdom. 

To whom; 

family comes as sweetest treasure and a 
priceless treasure 
so sacred as blood. 

The one who sternly acts a finger that always 
puts food on the table and the one who 
cultivates good morals and values 
in the homestead and to all manner of life. 

The real hero is a true Legend in the making 
for He represents a strong pillar to mould each 
fabric of society 

into something beautiful and to firmly hold it 
all together. 


Copyright by Benedixio Moore Khoti 
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MY DAD, THE HERO 

My Dad, the hero 
Made sure that I lived 
A life, so carefree 
He worked hard, day and night 
To feed me and bring me upright 
Always there by my side 
He gave me the best ride 
He taught me how to walk 
Took me to school and showed me the way to 
talk 

He gave me a good life 

Like him, there is no other 

In this whole wide world 

Let's give him the respect that he deserves 

And love him more and more with every 

passing year. 

Copyright Rachna Karara 
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GOD INCARNATE 



O my beloved father, bow 
embodied; 

A lively arrow am I, 
your tncarnation indeed. 
As life longs for perfection, 


nothingness; 

We are in an existential and non-existential 
mess 

O my mortal passage and a source 
made in His image; 

For my self -contended i-ness, will you remain 
lives together as a loftiest mirage. 

Your love with my soul Sunrise will move for 
good with my life-cycle expanse ; 

My thought's lost independence will act by 
your thoughts' impetus. 

O architect of my body and psyche did you 
teach me soul identity; 

Time will never separate us for all eternity. 

O, my father, GOD incarnate, my giver and 
witness as well; 
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The ploughman that had you grown in me will 
enliven your duty consciousness and 
spirituality as long I am stranded betwixt 
heaven and hell. 

Copyright Dr Amiya Rout 
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MY HERO 


I fell madly in love when 
I was still a baby. 

The epitome of selfless love 
and enduring care, my 
father was my first love. 



I just love everything about him. * 

I love it when he cuddles me so close to his 
heart. It takes away all my fears. 

I love it when he scoops the back of my head, 
my body, resting in his arms and I am facing 
him. It pleased him so much watching me 
learn to talk, my tongue twirling 'round inside 
my mouth, as I try to answer him. At such time 
he'd recite and sing to me nursery rhymes, 
which later became my lessons in recitation 
and singing. 

When I was fluent enough to speak and strong 
enough to stand before him, he'd ask me to 
sing and recite to him. Then, he'd coach me 
proper diction, enunciation, voice dynamics 
and gesture. This proves to be my asset in 
performing on stage to an audience in school 
programs and competitions. 



50 


The Real Hero 


On weekends when papa is not on his job, he'd 
put on the phonograph, then he'd hold me by 
the hands and we'd dance around our big sala 
with a ballroom music in the background. 

Most of what I am as a person are my bequest 
from papa. My physical features: a slim figure, 
fair skin, slit eyes and curly hair are all his. On 
social and intellectual traits, I inherited his 
social graces, his singing and dancing. Papa 
was a good dancer which made me a ballroom 
dancing queen in. my teenage years. 

With all these attributes in me, I could never 
fall out of love for papa. Up until my old age, I 
am still my papa's girl, singing ballroom 
dancing to my heart's content. But his greatest 
impact on me is his love for poetry, which 
keeps me at this time of my life preoccupied 
with writing poems and earning accolades 
from time to time, on poetry challenges. It's no 
wonder that His heritage that runs in my blood 
will go down to my future generations. 


Copyright Jossie Tequillo 
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FATHER- A STORY UNTOLD 

A story untold of that pillar 
standing tall 

Undeterred, holding us firmly, 
not letting us fall 
His face least showed expression 
of exhaustion 

He was our hero, in the truest sense, 
a Sebastian. 

Lost in his work to keep our needs fulfilled 
Often hiding a tear in his shirt behind a graceful 
fold 

And many a thread hanging from the collar's edge 
Telling the stories of dreams to fulfil, he pledged. 

A Rock-solid figure, he stood as a shield 
To eliminate our stress he was there to wield 
Though not present to see his child's first step 
That giggle he heard wherever he slept. 

A life spent in catering to our desires and needs 
He was that strong thread holding all the beads 
Never did he boast he was the strength of the 
family 

And kept us unaware of his multifarious sacrifices. 
Even in a storm, he held us close to his heart 



i 
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Possessed a power to miniaturize and 
accommodate 

Quite often his goodness, hidden under the carpet 
Never hungry for a timely compliment. 

His heroic story remains untold, unheard 
Missing all the milestones, little does he regret 
There comes our hero, our Knight, our warrior 
Who took our weight, on his back, to set our career. 

A life so well planned at the cost of his comforts 
1 owe, many a lifetime to repay his debts 
1 long to capture his smile, and set on my eyebrows 
And for his sustained happiness, 1 softly chant a 
prayer!! 

Copyright Dr Naaz Shaikh 
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FATHER 

The more I ruminate 
the less I can write 
the sacrifice, the magnanimity 
of my loving father. 

The jubilant face 
of my guiding angel 
always flash and glitter. 

The farther I slither 
the more he is closer. 

The less I contemplate 
the more he fascinates. 

His blessings for my success 
inspiration for my progress 
noble words as my ideals 
my soul always reveres and trails. 

Copyright Durbadal Ghibela 
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KING OF MY KINGDOM 

In my garden glows a king 
Who has given me a ring 
And promised me wings 
If only I divorce bad things. 

He is the sailor of my soul 
Preaching to me like Paul 
Even when I sink in failure 
He never stops to assure. 

In His kingdom. I'm a Prince 
For I am a son of novice 
Nor an addict of ugly vision 
For his words heal a lesion. 

My kingdom is very beautiful 
Because my king is rightful 
In thought and responsibility 
To keep his abode in unity. 

For the kingdom's sake 
He has offered his neck 
So I shall surely survive 
In this world hot to live 

Dear my loving tireless father 
I fear you like a flying feather 
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Because you erase my terror 
Not minding to die in horror. 

Copyright Kwaghkule Jacob Kvip 
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MY DEMIGOD 

My pillar of uncounted 
Standing tall as against the 
Within tight bracket of his 
You made my headstand s 

Taught me to learn a lot of lessons 
How to acquire know and grow 
Face adversities of life with confidence 
Problems or difficulties just to throw. 

Made me fit for challenges of life 
Exhausting all your disposable means 
And lifted me enough so high 
Worthy of all just only to capture wins. 

Oh my father my daddy my demiGod 
Salute I always, you brave heart, my nod. 

Copyright Ashutosh Meher 
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My father was wearing 
a bowler hat and mackintosh, 
honest, dedicated, silent - 
his friends adored him - 


GLOBE 



he instilled in them dignity and wisdom. 

He was climbing in the same streets 
with the bicycle, aspiring to eternity - 
we watched his silhouette crossed 
the parade of stars. 

The time seemed to stand still 
in a horizontal line. 

The world was divided into two superpowers, 
and he gave me an amazing globe 
and all the continents were shining 
at every turning. 

1 was in the heart of Europe 
with Gothic cathedrals, 
and in my dreams - to the East, 
from where the sun starts. 

The hands of the spherical dials flicker, 
from sounds of angelic bicycles. 

Copyright Minko Tanev 


* 



58 


The Real Hero 


Everyone says everything 

happens for good 

but from that unfortunate day 


MY DAD, MY PRIDE 



I am perturbed, baffled and in dismay 
unable to understand God's way. 

But still, I wish dad you were here 
I have lots to share, 
my sorrows, pain and happiness 
on days when I turn stranger to myself 
I long for your arms around me like a best 
friend 

Loving me through all my imperfections 
you taught me there's no good or bad 
falling down is getting up 
smile amidst all storms 
and face the world. 

If once again I could 

hold your hands 

encompassed in my teary eyes 

jab of pain in my heart 

stand under your shadow for solace. 
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Unable to live those moments again, 

I cherish them every day 

in my memories and heart 

just to realize life is too short 

one has to leave this earth on God's call. 

Until we meet one day 
in the paradise 

I'd like to tell you again n' again 
my love for you grows like me 
with each passing day. 

Copyright Anjana Prasad 
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MY FATHER -MY HERO 

I was born after four sisters 
so was too loveable for my father 
When I grown-up little my father 
used to accompany me for a 
morning walk 
On way, he used to tell me 
stories of freedom fighters 
He was not a good cook but for the health of 
his son he used to cook an omelet with milk in 
the Morning 

As I grew up as a boy found him busier 
He was the only bread earner in the family of 
nine and it always astonishes me how he was 
managing his house run 
He was a banker but admitted me for 
engineering and I studied a year 
He retired at the age of sixty and we four 
members were his liability for the marriage 
He re-employed himself and I to join a bank at 
twenty which gave him entire pleasure due to 
little financial help 
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At the age of seventy, he met with an accident 
in his right leg and remained on a bed for a 
year but lost my Mother He stood up like a 
Hero and rejoined his job by fulfilling the rest 
responsibilities of the family 
Father died at the age of eighty-one leaving a 
bonding of forty long years but I am sorry I 
couldn't perform HIS last rights due to my job. 
My exigency is due to him 

Copyright Pramod Saxena 
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MY FATHER-MY HERO 



My father is my hero forever. 

My first step was with my 
father holding his strong hands 
and walking step by step leaving 


behind the footprints of passing times, playing in 
his arms, crying on his shoulders, sleeping holding 
him tight, dancing on waltzes, playing hide and 
seek around the garden. 

The memories can never faint. 

Whenever 1 needed him, he was there for me, 
always lend his ears to listen to my problems. He 
always gave his shoulder to cry when 1 was in pain, 
his inspiring words motivated to fight back every 
odds of life. He will remain my best friend, my 
superhero always. He will be in my heart forever, 1 
love him, 1 miss him. 1 know his blessings will be 
there, always with me in every path of my journey. 
He is my pride, he struggled hard, faced ups and 
downs with a smile. 

Worked till the age of eighty-five. 

His words motivate me always, his last words were 
it's the darkest before the dawn. So never give up 
in life. 

Copyright Aruna Bose 
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FATHER 

I couldn't help but smile 
watching my father pruning 
the red roses, he says it will 
make the plant bore more 
flowers and I think he is right. 

He named the garden "My Haven", and this is 
where we usually spent time together, my 
mother and my two siblings in my fathers' 
haven... our haven. 

The garden is the sole witness of our fathers' 
undying love to our mother and nature and us 
his children. He is an extraordinary kind of a 
man, and he never seems to lost a single story 
for us to tell. 

Looking at him now, wrinkled he still spent 
time in the garden weeding, cutting blooms he 
could put in the family altar. The haven still 
looks well, especially at night when the moon 
is in its highest. And as we gathered around 
watching the stars, waiting to anticipate for 
another story to be told, from an adorable and 
loving man...I truly thank God, for giving us 
Our haven, our father, our hero. 



Copyright Lucy Abellana Mendiola 
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MY FATHER-MY REAL HERO 


You were my guiding star. 

You were my light. 

You showed me the way in 
the pitch-black night. 

You gave me courage to fight. 

You taught me how to choose 

You taught me how to swim in the vast ocean 
of life. 

You taught me how to face dangerous strife. 

You opened the door to the unknown world in 
front of me. 

You tried to make my mind stagnancy-free. 

You were my awesome umbrella to give me 
security. 

You showed me carefully the divine power of 
humanity. 

You protected me from the rain of unknown 
danger. 

In my life, your advice was always game- 
changer. 
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My hero my leader! 

My friend, philosopher and guide. 

My captain my champion! 

You were always on my side. 

You prepared the way for the sky to come near 
me. 


You eased the way for the sunshine to enter 
me. 


You are no more in this world. 

I still worship you. 

From heaven, you shower blessings to make 
my world new. 

My father my hero! 

You were a very large shade tree. 

To me, you were a God who gave me the 
heavenly fragrance of happiness,., thanks to 
thee! 

Copyright Abhijit Chakraborty, 
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A PHOTO 

Mom, Dad and I: 

Mom - kind and graceful. 

Dad - handsome and smiling, 
he had set me up on his shoulders, 

I - on four, 

in the flowering branches of a plum. 

When I think about dad, 

I feel myself 

in an embrace of spring trees. 

He teaches me to live boldly, to work, 
to love people and nature 
to believe in God. 

He is my first poetry teacher. 

We have discovered constellations in the night 
sky. 

An invisible wind crumbles ethereal petals 
and spreads them around us. 

Petal after petal. Day after day. 

It blows away the life. 

Our photo - hidden in me 

and in the memory of the universe - remains. 



Copyright Stoianka Boianova 
BULGARIA 
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THE FATHERS HANDS 

A father whose hands are tied 
Never satisfied 

With the stress that lies around 
Always on the road looking for 
anything to hold 

The families tears fall like rain 
Yet he sleepless even with all pain 
Intended for food by the table 
And knowledge for children to become able 

Dirtiness is what he wears 
Even when his eyes are clear 
Everyone must be like a cloud 
Before he can join them proud 

Lessons written on walls 

His handwritings never fade at all 

Lather's is his day 

Yet he chooses to forget just so we don't go astray 



He helps us stand by the sidewalk 
Testing us so tomorrow doesn't cough 
His hands may bleed 
But his smile is all we need 

Copyright L.A.McRawlings 
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MEMORY OF MY FATHERS 


I used to hate it, when we would 
go to the farm in Canton, 

Michigan. We had relatives up 
there. My great-grandfather's 
family. They were farmers. 

There was always good food 
available to eat at that farm, 
that's why— I would go now 
and then, to pig-out. My dad 
driving. Cramps in the 
passenger seat. I was in the backseat. 

Point of our departure, air still cold, late in the 
morning, undeterred by the bright sun —the 
long ride through the lonely back streets going 
to the grange was boring. All I saw, was dusty 
dirt roads with potholes, and view of woods 
on both sides of the car. 

The first thing you noticed, when you get 
within the vicinity of these outlands, is the 
disgusting odour. Life in the hog country, the 
sickening stench. 
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Sitting in the backseat of our family car ('49 
Plymouth)— I quickly observed drifting mists 
of waste-water being sprayed on nearby fields. 
Flies swarming all around. At the same time, 
viewing roadside 'dead boxes' bulging with 
mortified swine as were driving by slowly. 

Next, I see copious amounts of cow plop on 
another farm that we are passing by, and 
ample waste from barns, where the animals are 
raised in open-pit lagoons. A dozen or so, fat 
hogs in the wallow, and a handful of chickens 
with stupefied looks on their faces. 

I yell at my dad (who's drinking a beer, while 
he's driving) 'How far away are we?' He 
responds: were almost there!' The area that we 
are presently passing through, really reeks— a 
stench farm. I just wanted to get out of this 
area as fast as possible. 'It stinks.' Even in 
winter, the smells would creep through the 
frosted windows, we were told. Passing by 
these farms ripe, with fresh piles of manure 
sitting out in the barnyard, I find repugnant. 
We all pinch our noses with our fingers, while, 
we're passing by another big area near a whole 
bunch of cows— outside, with a low fence that 
was half-filled with mud-like-guck. 
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Finally, we arrive at our relatives. Over in the 
distance, we see goats & cows grazing in the 
field. My dad honks his horn. Beep! Beep! Out 
the door, comes the clan, one by one, hugging, 
kissing and uttering: THE CITY SLICKERS 
ARE HERE! 

Copyright Daniel Miltz 
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BATTLE TO LEAVE A MARK 



In the 1940s, you made a cry that 
Echoed in huts 

You suckled breast and grew up 
Riding wheel in streets 


Then you grew to a man with 
Knowledge and wisdom overflowing 
Like a dam in summer 
Islamic knowledge shone lights 
On your path 

Western knowledge broaden 
Your mind 

But the wisdom rooted in culture 

Gave you the view of life 

In you, thousands have eaten 

From your pot of wisdom 

Thousands have drunk from the 

Milk that filled one to life 

You're the sun that shines on farm 

To make a greeny field 

The same sun that scorches bald heads 

And wanderers by noon 

In you is a clot of blood 

Oozing loves daily to all and sundry 

You're now 72 

7 decades, and 3 shies of century 4 
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May the ones remaining of the 
Years destined to you be better 
Than the glorious past 
Stay strong, healthy, cheerful and 
Wealthy as life brings the best 
Version of itself to you 
Happy father's day. Dad. 

Copyright Naim Yusuf Adedayo 
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BRAVO TO MY FATHER 

Every day, every moment 
It's either a sad day or 
a hectic moment 
It's either failure 
or disappointment 
It's either bruises or injuries 
All for the family alone 

I see you face tempest storms 
I see you roam rugged terrains 
I see you cross mountainous hurdles 
I watch you fight ferocious battles 
I see you endure pains and ridicule 
I see you fast and pray 
Just to carry the cross of the family 

Today I give honour 
To whom honour is due 
And render thanks 
To whom thanks are due 
Today I pay my homage 
To the pillar of the family 
Whose name the family answers 
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Daddy, indeed you are the bulwark of the 
family 

You are our ivory tower 
You are our hero 
Who wage uncommon battle 
To shield and keep us happy 

Today I want you to feel justified 
I want to give you wings to fly 
I want your mood to soar high 
Continue to offer the family your best 
Bravo to my father! 

Copyright Kolongs Victor 
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A GUARDIAN IN THE LINE OF 
BATTLES 

In the battlefield, the world 
I was introduced in the 
I was trained by a 
wonderful Captain, 

A meek and kind one 
I have never foreseen. 

With the experience he had he try to nurture in 
me. 



I am too tender for war, his encouragements 
keep me to the track. 

The name of my Captain is my father. 

As a father, he took me further. 

With knowledge a shield, he put into me a 
farther. 

The armour he gave me is never to lose focus. 

My captain is my hero. 

For with his advice, I have won many wars. 
Far and near we have gone together and we 
have witnessed sorrows and joy. 

With him, I came, I saw and I conquered. 
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Though I have become a better warrior, he has 
never let me fumble. 

For he is there to raise me when I fumble. 

You are my captain dad in the battle line. 
Please never allow me to wobble. 

Copyright Hyginus Syxtus 
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TO MY UNIQUE FATHER 


My father is a precious gem, 

With whom I am in good terms. 

He touches my life every day, 1 1 
His helping hand comes my way. l| 
A perfect pill to heal my pain, B 
Who keeps my life out of the chain. 
With his seldom words to speak. 

He keeps me strong when I am weak 
His care has already come to stay. 
His kindness will have to pay. 



Copyright Abdullahi Yahaya 
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DEDICATED TO THE MEMORY 
OF MY FATHER 



O, death, 

Alas! 

You consoled to cause 
the grievance, 

You spared the peacock 
to mourn the vulture. 

The dead mourn the dead. 
While sand sob for sand. 


The Guinea pig has died 

The whole pole has blocked... 

Without a specific moon to come 

Till the eternity 

He left the world of vanity 

And transit to the world of fraternity. 

Sand back to the sand. 

Clay swims in the dam of clay. 

O, father. 

Listen to the dirge of my flute, 
Alamu, 

The son of olasupo. 

The son of kumo. 
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Who relates to oluokun... 

Your mermaid in dirge. 

Your elephant has fallen, 

...for the toxin of the spitting snake. 
That bite thy souls. 

We never found you again. 

Else in the grave. 

O, father, 

Alamu, 

Never eat the worms nor the millipede, 
Cary likes poll...in tears your day sob. 

Copyright Tunde Olorunkemi 
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Untitled 

the chosen one, me 
became a winner among 
the ten million offspring 
the only one who crossed the 
borders to this planet earth 
then I became a top prior 
some time had to sleep in a bush but came 
back with something 
I was like his boss 
and him my employee but, 
at his costs, he made the boss comfortable 
more than baby sitters and guards, he made 
me laugh and provided security 
then taught me how to stand on my own 
even when my legs were not firm on the 
ground 

he insisted I should harden 

there is a war coming ahead 

that only the strongest will be the victors 

he gave all that I needed to stand on my own 

made sure that I think independently 

that I was learned and educated 

both in curriculum and through the hardship 

of life 
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help me identify my talent and carry it to the 
next level 

and had a daily discussion with me about the 
life ahead of me 

sometimes he let me learn the hard way 
and I was like he hates me 
but now I realise that, 

his not just a mentor, a provider and a guard 
like a mother eagle 
he is more than a hero 
standing ovation to my dad! 

Copyright Imuka Felix 
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TO FATHER 

On your grave 
I planted recently 
an evergreen tree, 
to green, to bloom, 
to shine after rain, 
as your soul pure 
that rests there. 



Since you're gone, 
nothing's the same. 

We are falling apart 
and, 

in memory of you 

and everything you wanted, 

we collect the pieces. 

We quarrel, reconcile, 
look crosswise. 

Then, we remember 
what you were like, 
so we laugh, hug, 
and care for each other. 

You've been gone 
for a long time. 
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And we no longer 
cry for you. 

Now, 

over your grave, 
we cry over ourselves. 

(When he died, on April 8,1993, he was as old as I 
am now.) 

OCU 

Na grobu boom posadih skoro 
zimzelen drvo. 

Nek se zeleni, cvjeta, poslije kise 
blista 

ko tvoja dusa cista 
sto tu pociva. 

Otkad te nema, nista nije isto- 
rasipamo se pa, 

u spomen na tebe i sve sto si htio, 
komadice skupljamo. 

Svadamo se, mirimo, 
poprijeko gledamo, 
a onda se sjetimo 
kakav si ti bio 
pa se smijemo, grlimo, 
brinemo jedni za druge. 

Dugo te nema. 
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I ne placemo vise za tobom. 
Sad nad tvojim grobom 
mi placemo nad sobom. 

Copyright Selma Kopec 
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FATHERS ARE HEROES 

Amorous men 
to Mothers and children 
Honesty model 
Every of days along 
Real inspired 
Such as Lovely being 

During my whole life 
Always will he glass 
Yes, fathers are Heroes 

Copyright Maria Elvira Fernandes Correia 
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FATHERS DAY 

He footprints on the ground 
Following him toddling 
Might hand by leasing rounds 
Not Fall walking 

Hero to the Life whole 
exemplary mirror to 
Father fulltime dweller home 
Dome of peace two 

Mother hell to him grow 
Family raise Both 
Lovely children blow 
Parents feed Loaf 

Nurturing Resilience 
Workers inside of though 
Pains consume essence 
Brave ahead shows 

Copyright Maria Elvira Fernandes Correia 


A. 
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FATHER AN UNPAID GUIDE 


He gave me life 

In love with my pious mom 

In short stints of amazing love. 

Gave me luxurious cradle 
To keep my cuddly tone 
I behold that heavenly feeling 
Amidst storms of wary life. 



He perched his stature 
To ease my being 
The unpaid servant 
Sweated day and night 
To get my paid giggle. 


I owe my drooped being 
To my affable papa 
Here and in the empyrean 
And in that promised land 
For he is my 
The unpaid guide. 

The unpaid servant 
And love of eyes 
And Ease of soul. 



Copyright AtifKhurshid ivani 
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O FATHER 

O, father! Thou hast taught me, 

The beginning of life, 

The ending of life. 

Thou hast taught me. 

The word of Allah, 

The Sunnah of Prophet 
Mohammad (PBUH), 

Thou hast taught me. 

The beauteous recitation of surahs. 
The efficacious pursuance of Namaz, 
Thou hast taught me. 

The affable human word. 

The honeyed language. 

Thou hast taught me. 

The fairy sight and sweetest sounds. 
The mysteries of the world. 

Yet, I am the cause of ruination 
Of the ruined world. 

Copyright Adi Adrian 
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QUOTES 



The Real Hero 


Revealing to us the best of life's 
buoyancies 

Protecting us from all harsh 
circumstances 

Carrying us gently, during our difficult 
times, 

Silently you watch our steps taken 
towards the horizon. 

Copyright Dr Naaz Shaikh 



You take me out of the dark 
You are my hero to embark 
To a happy place you park ;■ 
For you, there is vivacious hefald, to 
hark. 


Copyright Cindy Rendon Acas^ 
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You are the hero of heroes. 
With wisdom, you control 
heroes. 

But you don't believe in sword. 
Because words are mightier 
than sword. 

Copyright Idowu Elijah 


When the father loves, then all 
heights are attainable. 

Copyright Dijana Uherek 
Stevanovic 
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My super hero is my father 
He is there for me 
everywhere 

He cares for me and helps 
me to 

Fight every battle without 
fear by 

Holding me tight. 
Copyright Aruna Bose 



Father is the Fertility plant 
among the plants that are 
used for the coronation of 
every man's greatness... 

Copyright Tunde Olorunkemi 
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Just as the mighty sun in far sky enlivens an 
entire universe with brilliance extraordinaire 
Such is my father's touch, a superhero in cape 
Effulgent, powerful n' full of life. 

Copyright Dr. Guncha Gupta 



FATHER MY HERO, 

I can't forget my childhood with that 
morning walk, holding my little hand and 
that hot milk with boiled egg while coming 
back from the walk with stories of freedom 
fighters. 


Gopyright Pramod Saxena 
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the touch of the finger that taught 
me to walk.... 

the taste of the tranquility I even in 
dreams do spark., 
the man in millions ... 
the star among the stars... 
take me there., 
remembering.. 

where your / our dog still barks. 





Copyright Prajaranjan Panda 

V J 


My father is my hero, 
who always leads me to the right 
path and supports me whether 
there could be several obstacles to 
face. 

By RY Mg Mg Khin 

V J 
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Someone I can always 


depend on 

Who taught me how to be 


strong and gentle to any 
one we met .He is my 


father, my hero 


Copyright Lucy Mendiola 



MY DAD 

He is my greatest hero 
Teaches me of all his acumen 
Showing wisdom in all ways 
To pave my growing stage.. 
Giving me utmost education 
Worthy to live my life. 

Copyright Zenaida Laragan 
Taloza 
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Hero of mine, father, 
he taught me how to 
fly in dreams. 
Both of us hands tight 
along the days from 
each other's learning. 

Father is gone. 
Nowadays, my child 
same way. 


Copyright 

Maria Elvira Fernandes 
Correia 



J 


r) ~ 

She looks up to his 
tall stature. 

Her man with a 
cape. 

Her super hero. 
The perfect man. 
Her first love. 
Whom she adores 
melting like the 
morning snow. 


) 



Copyright Dr. Usha 
Kalley 


J 
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Papa calls me his little princess. He takes 
me by the hand everywhere he goes, I'm 
so proud of him. He's my greatest idol. 
Nobody comes second to him. 

Copyright Jossie Tequillo 








Papa recited lyrical poems. 
Heroic and ethical tales, 

I didn't learn so much in college. 

As much knowledge from him availed. 


Copyright Sudha Dixit 
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Strict disciplinarian 
yet so soft hearted, 
Educationist and an 
avid sports lover, 
He was backbone of 
family, I was his 
Little princess, loved 
my hero- my father. 

Copyright Sudha Dixit 




Holding my tiny 
finger, he led me. 
From abyss of 
darkness to light. 
From ignorance to 
wisdom. 

From falsehood to 
truth bright. 

Dad was a hero, a 
shining armored 
knight. 

Copyrigh Sudha Dixit 




99 






The Real Hero 


With you I stand on this threshold 
Making mountaintop our foothold 
Walking beside you as we lay 
hold 

Of tomorrow, we can't wait to 
unfold 

Copyright Emmanuel Abiodun Dada 


Yes..heroes exist in real world too 
Overwhelmed by feelings, words 
are few. 

His "strong values & morals" 
helped me a lot 

I owe it to him, for everything I've 
got! 

Copyright Debashree Basak 
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"Because, I cried, he flashed some smiles. When 
I fell, he ran for me to stand, when my back 
itched, he rented strokes to massage it" 

Copyright Shitta Faruq Ademola 



"In blanket enclosure, thinking, dreaming. 
Old Father Time, special time waiting." 

Copyright Daniel Miltz 


y 
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Heaven blessed me with a father's 
love 

Lift me when my spirit cries 
Quiet my raging storms 
The first man to love me, 
the only one who would save me. 


Katrina Black Butterfli 



My father, my hero, an egoless lyricist 
and story teller, a deep care and 
sharer; 

A simple liver, high thinker, soft 
speaker and in everything, morality 
and divinity seeker. 


Copyright DrAmiyaRout 




103 






















The Real Hero 


■ \ 

Father, born with a conviction. A fixed belief 

of convincing the world through his efforts of 
being a father. Never finding fault, keeping 
the universe parallel with his fatherly 
qualities of paternal capacity. 

Copyright Asher Chipu 


/ 


The best thing in this world is love. Father is 
love, responsible to hold onto life the family 

together. 

Copyright Ency Bearis 
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Childhood is not right if there is no hero 
to point the right way and help in 
difficult moments... 



Copyright Snezana Solkotovic 

\ 


He is the man, who stands tall. 

He is my guard, my guide, one in all. 

1 am his princess after all. 
Living within my gene, cannot be a 
departed soul. 




Copyright Dr.Sailabala Dash 
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"The sun may goes down each 
day, 

And the moon and stars each 
night. 

But you will still be my light 
each day and night" 

Copyright Tali Lonz 

J 



Child is the father of man 
Because childhood reaching 
maturity boost fatherhood 

Copyright Rrafika Rangwala 
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Father... 

My unseen wings flying me to the sky of success, 
to reach my highest goals, 

Andthen to be my spine holding me erect to stay 
on the top of the world... forever. 


Copyright Aruna Raokamineni 




Oh Father! Would you please tell the world who 
made you a superman and who is the reason behind 
making this day special? 

Copyright Nivedita Bal 
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Revealing to us the best of 
life's buoyancies 
Protecting us from all 
harsh circumstances 
Carrying us gently, 
through the life's terrains 
Silently you watch our 
steps and lead us towards 
the horizon. 

Copyright Dr Naaz Shaikh 


"In a child's mind a father 
is a strong all-powerful 
and witty person ready to 
protect her most in the 
roughest time of her life" 

Copyright Ulma Taboada 
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"On invisible wings, wearing a 
cloak of courage, father is a 
superhero on whom every child 
looks upon." 

Copyright Anjana Prasad 
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My father taught me the 
formulas of truth and peace 

His loving care was the safest 
umbrella over my head 


He was my super hero ,his love 
was divine bliss. 


Copyright R.N.Padhy 




A heroic figure, who can pluck 
the sun to illumine his daughter's 
life without worrying for his 
burnt fingers. 

Copyright Moushumi Bhattacharjee 
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A hero is the father who raised 
his daughter to be a hero in a 

Man's World. 

Copyright Liege Lord L. Lame 




I don't need fictional character 
to glide, jump over mountains, 
But I have my father who can 
make my dull days bright and 
bring out water from the dried 

fountain! 

Copyright Amrita Lahiri 
Bhattacharya 
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He wears an invisible 
cloak hiding my tears, 
Holding my hand 
when I fall under 
pressure. 

None other than my 
father dear! 



Copyright Ainrita Lahiri 
Bhattacharya 
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Shining face with heart of gold, 
Loves me much and teaches to 
be bold, 

Values in society I am ever told. 
He is my real hero what is 
untold. 

Copyright Ratikanta Samal 


As a child, with you, in Fairyland 
of limitless possibilities, you 
empowered me to believe that 
everything can be an 
accomplished. Your strength and 
gentleness of a hero stay with me. 
~ Margaret 



Copyright Margaret Kowalewska 
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"MY HERO" 



To climb up hills 
To fly over vast skies 
To swim across oceans 
To place bold steps on Earth 
I draw energy from greatest 
energy source 
My father, my hero. 

Copyright Kishor Kumar 

A A -1 




My biggest strength is 
Your strong belief in 


me 

You set a perfect 
example 


For me to follow and 
lead. 


Copyright Rose George 
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Dad, my pillar of 
strength 

Giving me courage 
and 

My guiding light, 
always 

Showing me the way. 

Copyright Rose George 

V y 

/ \ 

A permanent armor of 
my life 

Teaching me to value 
I myself 

Your protecting and 
caring ways 
Making me feel safe 
always. 

Copyright Rose George 

V y 
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Dad, axle of family, a support, he is my hero, 
battles, he fights, invisible 
medals of love, faith, values in life, he wears. 
My teacher, guide in life. 


Copyright Vinod Singh 



y 


r 


A 


On the island of pleasure 
father and daughter devise a plan. 
The gazes meet 
looking for a way out. 

The sun bathes them with its presence 
gives strength, 
illuminates the trail. 


Copyright Refika Dedic 


V 


y 
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"You are my knight in a 
shining armor 
You are my unsang hero 
mi amor." 


Copyright Shirlyn 
Valenzuela Dela Cruz 




"Lucky, there's such thing 
as quarantine. Easy excuse 
for us to be apart for a 
while. If not. I'd just fell 
apart in a hand that can't 
hold me." 

Copyright Vincent Fleur 
Nouvelle Mpi 
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WILLIAM WARIGON 



NANDITA DE 
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MY FATHER MY HERO 

Each strand of his grey hair 

Has a burden he'd to bear 

He is a hero of mine, a dear 

A big huggable teddy bear 

Even when stressed, he hides his tears 

When he faces an uphill task, his fears 

He hides under his reassuring smile 

I love to play with his beards all long days 
Grey in wisdom. From him I learned his ways 
A strand teaches about love and grace 
Another teaches of Strength of he that prays 
Yet another is about honour in integrity's place 
A father is like a mighty tower, formidable 
always 

His strength of character seen from many a 
mile 

He is a lion whose pride is surrounded by love 
His roar brings to fore discipline set from 
above 

He gives with a care from his treasure trove 
My father's love from him is soft and truly 
tough 

Protection he provides proven is his paternal 
cove 

Though giant in size, he's at heart quite a quiet 
dove 


* 
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He is my father, my Mount Everest, my River 
Nile 

Copyright William Warigon 
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A TOWER OF STRENGTH 


Out of the blue a photo floated into my 
mindscape this morn. 

With a missed heartbeat I stared at the 
moment, 

frozen two decades or more ago. 

That life changing moment 
Father handing me away. 

Suspended midair, change of guards 
unknown destiny, certain faith. 

Those aquiline features, 

those lines in his temple, so beloved to me, 

scripting his inimitable story. 

Those steel greyish brown eyes 
as steel willed as his persona. 

Two days to Father's Day. 

His eyes carry me to my tearful moments, 

wailing 'Daddyji, Daddyji', 

severed from him for winter holidays. 

His return from duty, 
flying overalls, helmet in hand. 

The mandatory after dinner stroll 
skipping on dark, empty roads 
hand in hand, muttering my tables. 


That iron hand and stern upbringing. 
The impossible standards. 
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The voice never raised. 

The nobility of character, 

a generation of officers, 

gentlemen for whom gentility mattered. 

The wellspring of my happiness. 

The guiding force, the voice of my conscience. 
My certain place of refuge, through tempests of 
time. 

Copyright Nandita D 
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